~ OF OLD AND YOUNG ~ 


(Think always of those who have gone before, 
for they are the connection to your Past and, 
have, therefore, 


placed themselves within your Future) 


Playing happily, the young know naught 
But pleasure and security. 
Strangely though, drawn to the very old. 


Wrinkled, drawn, ever conscious of pain, 
The old know of youth - its pleasure and 
Tranquility. 


Those of "middle-sense" (those who remain between young and old) 
Unknowing that calm of spirit between youth and age, 
Decry those of both spirits wishing, it would seem, 
To be voided from responsibility to either one. 


Casting ridicule and abhorrence, 
They lock both away - to seek solace 
It would seem, hiding from their lack of Inner sight, 
Forever gone from those of middle-sense. 


Lonely, those of age dwell on benches, 
Waiting, waiting for bird or mammal to 
Bring laughter so long forgotten. 
Cracks of mouth, eyes, and forehead, 
Long since set - turning to stone - 
Etched forever on their faces of strength 
And resolve: the ever living signs of Life. 


Sounds coming nearer, happy faces 
Exchanging glances and playthings. 
Passing abruptly benches, long and green, 
Eyes meeting eyes; blue on blue, 
Soul on Soul. 


Gestures of compassion and knowledge 
Bring both souls closer: 
A measure of understanding. 


"Why so old?" a young face asks. 
"Why so young?" the other responds. 


Freckled face, scowls - seeking images in his mind. 


"Why so wrinkled?" the question forming; 
The answer, somewhat belated... again... 
"Why so young?" 


"I don't know," he replies. 
"Perhaps it is simply because Iam NOT old," his smile growing. 


"Truly, you speak well," the wrinkles now 
Taking a strange, but happy changes. 
"But truly, one day you will be even as I; 
Yes, old and wrinkled." 


"Do you hurt?" now cries the young happy face, touching 
The deep lines of age itself; 
Wondering truly, why they do not bleed, 
For they are very deep. 


"No, young one. What hurts is the forgetting Of Age by Youth. 
See these long white scars across the palms Of my hands?" 


"Yes," replies the young one. 
"But what do they mean?" 


"One Cold winter morning," the old one began, 

"frost turned a pond of water to ice, inviting many, such as you, to play. 
But, alas, though the pond was kind, offering a momentary 
Space of pleasure, nevertheless, its shell of frost and ice 
Was weak - my dearest one, young, even as you, 

Sank beneath the icy depths." 


"He didn't perish, did be?" the young pale face 
Looking deep into pale-blue eyes 
Mist now setting over its inner graying. 


"No," replied the old one, "he did not perish 
But was saved by these now broken and scared 
Hands. 


For when I broke the ice with my hands, 
Many splinters of ice cut, bruised, and 


Destroyed their beauty and strength for many years to come." 


"T'was a love mighty, brave, and Beautiful," 


Said the young one, placing a hand of solace 
On the out stretched palm of this aged, 
Wrinkled old man. 


"AYE! It was and is," replied the old man. 
"Where is this son now?" asks the child, 
Now climbing atop the lap of this gentle Giant. 


"Where indeed?" mumbles this giant, looking into those 
Soft eyed of youth unspoilt. 


"With time, as is natural, some spirits grow in flesh, 
But not in soul, they forget the love; 
The struggle; the care that followed them into 
Middle-sense." 


The old one, now trembling slightly, looked away from the child, 
Then, gently, he felt a kiss next to his now swollen eyes. 
With a smile, a smile only the very young can give, 

The child whispered - 


"I shall not forget you old one; not the pale blue eyes, nor the many 
Wrinkles that should bleed, but do not." 


"I shall not forget the love you spoke of; neither 
Shall I forget the one who, with time has forsaken you? 


For I too have a Father, though now in middle years, that loves me; 
He has wrinkles too, though not as deep as yours. 
I will go and tell him of your story; he will understand. 
I will promise to not forget him when middle-sense takes me. 
For to forget my own, would be to forget you! 
This I will never do!! 


"Time to go," said the old man." 
"Go find your father and playmates.” 
As the old one, perched atop the long green bench, watched the child departing, 
A grey-haired woman approached; wrinkled even as the old one. 
Each carried similar features, as two would, 
Having spent their lives together. 


A hand placed upon the old one's shoulder, she said: 


"Strange that this child should speak to you such; 
His generation seems so distant." 


"AYEI" sad, but not so strange it would seem, 
For a generation has passed before him - 
His understanding is beyond theirs. 
Like our little one, our dearest Son, now grown Callous. 
He is the future — 
He knows how to care for Old and Young. 


He will put away those callous ways of the fathers, 
And, maybe, his father will someday realize how precious 
The bond of Old and Young." 


She smiles, this old grey-haired woman, 
Understanding everything unsaid.. 
Their worn hands, clasped together, swinging gently 
As they walked home together; 
Children's voices dying out happily in the fading background. 
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